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1 . Chapter 1 

The war was over. It was finally won. The humans had fought 
diligently for years and years and finally pulled out on top. First 
it was the covenant, then it was the flood, then it was the 
forerunners. It seemed there was no hope for humans, but they pulled 
through, just like they did for centuries. Though they wouldn't 
agree, everyone said it was because of two very special Spartans. 

They wore their Mark II suits loaded down with the latest military 
technology to rip apart any enemy in their path. Spartans 115 and 
117. Their human names were Cryssi and John. They were equipped with 
AIs named Cortana and Milana. Both were sisters with the same type of 
programming given to them for a very special reason. 

The war had taken a toll on them both. Both were exhausted, both weak 
from the lack of nutrition and constant sleep in the cryogenic tubes. 
Their bones felt brittle and all the really truly wanted was to take 
their armor off and take a shower. It had been over a decade before 
they had been off. It felt weird to them when they finally had them 
removed. It felt like they were going to fly away. Cryssi could 
remember looking over at John once his armor was off and was 
astonished by how skinny he had become over the years. The armor had 
hidden it well. She could remember the tingle of her skin as if it 
was singing in happiness to be able to breathe. 

She stepped away from the mechanics and machines that took off her 
armor and started walking towards the showers. John stepped out next 
to her walking in step next to her. Cryssi looked up at him. It had 
been so long since she had seen him without his helmet that she had 
forgotten what he looked like. She couldn't say whether he was 



handsome or not because she wasn't allowed to. There was a time when 
she thought he was very handsome, but the military had pounded any 
type of desire out of her brain before she could do anything about 
it . 

They moved their way into the showers and began to strip of their 
matching black shorts and tank top. Cortana's words haunted them. 

Were they really machines? Is that what they had become? Cryssi could 
remember happier times when training was fun. They laughed and goofed 
around, but no more. 

Cryssi reached in and turned on the water feeling in run over her 
arm. The way the water made her skin feel made her just want to jump 
in it and hold it, but her training wouldn't let her. She had to 
fight the urge to do anything she wanted to do. She looked over to 
John who was getting ready to step into the water, but he stopped 
then looked over to Cryssi. Did she look as awful as he did? Dark 
circles seemed to spread half way down his cheeks, blood stains were 
all over his body from whenever he got hit from covenant, forerunner, 
and on occasion human weapons when his shields were down. His hair 
had grown a lot since the last time she had seen him. She could see 
his ribs and his backbone protruding out of his back. Was she just as 
bad off as him? 

She looked down at her body and seen the same thing on her as she did 
on him. She sighed and stepped into the shower letting the water run 
down her body. She could feel the grime turn into mush as it cascaded 
down her body. She fought against her training and let a smile show. 
It soon left as she remembered everything they had been through 
together. She remembered waking up from a cryogenic sleep too quickly 
to be safe. She remembered how she felt sick, but her AI kept pumping 
in a medication to make it go away through the suits system along 
with adrenaline. It made her dizzy, so then came the medication for 
the dizziness. 

Every time she started feeling weak due to hunger, the suit would 
pump in nutrients into her system. She only ate when she was on her 
way to another mission area along with John. They had been separated 
at one point and she thought John had died as he fell to Earth, but 
he didn't. She hated to admit it, but she was happy to see that her 
partner wasn't dead. 

Happy . 

A word that didn't exist in the Spartan vocabulary. 

She smiled again at that thought. Maybe she wasn't a machine after 
all. She washed herself from head to toe until she felt clean, but it 
still wasn't enough for her. She finally turned off the water and 
stepped out. A towel that was hanging from a hook on the wall 
opposite the shower she was using. Above it was a little shelf 
illuminated by a light hidden behind glass with clothes waiting just 
for her. She looked over as she heard John's footsteps on the metal 
floors . 

They dried next to each other then got dressed next to each other. 
John stepped next to her staring down at her. Cryssi faced him 
staring back. He was wearing a pair of gray sweat pants and a black 
t-shirt and Cryssi wore the same. 



"Do you think we're machines, John?" Cryssi whispered. "Is that what 
has become of us?" There was a long pause between the two. 


"I don't think so." Cryssi lowered her eyes. 

"Prove it." John put his hand on her shoulder. 

"I don't know how." As if on cue, their stomachs growled together. 
They both made their way to the mess hall to get their first official 
meal in years . 

They could feel the eyes on them as they pushed their way through the 
line getting everything they wanted. Nothing really seemed too 
appealing to them, but everything just seemed to pile onto their 
trays. They turned away from the assembly line and paused for a 
moment. All eyes in the mess hall were on them. Cryssi wasn't sure if 
everyone knew who they were, or it was just the sight of them. The 
war had taken more than a toll on them both. 

They found a place to sit away from everyone and sat across each 
other. They ate in silence without looking at anyone around them. 
Training took that away from them. Training took everything away from 
them. The military had taken the luxury of life away from them and 
turned them into the ultimate weapon. Machines. Anger surged through 
Cryssi 's body. This couldn't be her life any longer. She had to get 
out of here. And quick. 


2 . Chapter 2 

That night, Cryssi couldn't sleep. Every time she closed her eyes, 
she saw Cortana standing there staring at her. Milana had long since 
gone away and Cortana became her AI as well as John's. It was hard on 
her since she was struggling herself, but she still managed to pull 
it through. To the very end. Part of her wondered what the military 
was going to do to her and John now that they weren't needed anymore. 
She wasn't going back into a Cryo Tube. She had been in one for too 
long already. 

She sat up on her bed running her fingers through her hair then 
rubbed her hands over her face. She heard her door open and someone 
walk in, but she ignored whoever it was. 

"You're right. We need to get out of here." She looked over to see 
John standing beside her bed. He sat down looking over at her. "We 
need to figure out what we're doing. Where we're going. How we're 
going to live." Cryssi thought for a moment unsure of what to 
say . 

It took them several weeks to set the plan in motion because they had 
to do their research on the outside world. They discovered furniture 
stores, bars, grocery stores, and night clubs. They would need a car. 
It didn't matter to them until Cryssi discovered that yes it did. So, 
in the late hours of the night, John and Cryssi searched for a car 
that suited them. 

John decided on a truck, and Cryssi decided on a car since they 
discovered that cars were for women and trucks for men. Cryssi found 
that odd since she could drive circles around John at any given time. 
She was always the driver during the war. She and John made sure of 



that . 


They had also decided they would pose as husband and wife for the 
effect of living together. Which posed another problem since neither 
of them could recall their last names. So they set out to discover 
their last names. They searched and searched, but they couldn't find 
anything so they made their own. 

They wanted to go with a popular name so they could blend in better. 
They didn't want anyone coming out and asking if they were related to 
so-and-so since they had this super rare last name. Plus, they would 
be able to hide better. 

They knew what they were doing could land them in military prison or 
worse if they ever got caught. Once they had made their last names, 
net came their documentation. Fake driver's licenses, fake birth 
certificates, fake everything. They checked their bank accounts 
realizing they had never closed them out when they were MIA for those 
four years and noticed they had accumulated quite a bit of money over 
the years . 

John was a little unsure why Spartans even had bank accounts since 
they would never be able to use them as they were property of the 
UNSC and would never be allowed to leave. That fact had never 
bothered him until now. He had thought of calling the whole thing off 
several times those past few weeks, but decided against it ever time. 
Cryssi wanted this too bad. He couldn't do that to her. She was his 
partner. They had been by each other's side through more than anyone 
could know. He couldn't back out now. 

The door to John's room beeped letting them know that someone was on 
the other side requesting entrance. 

"Come, " John said and the door opened. Habit forced them up and stood 
them at attention as Halsey entered the room. She chuckled. 

"As you were, it's just me." Grateful, they sat back on the 
bed . 

Cryssi knew John was her favorite Spartan. She knew that the only 
reason they were partnered up was because Cryssi needed to keep him 
alive. Cryssi had fear the worst when he had fallen from orbit. Not 
even the ODSTs knew how he survived. 

"I figured I'd come by and tell you this personally. I've tried 
keeping you out for as long as I cold, but everyone is wanted you 
back in your suits. They believe you're ready to get back in the 
fight . " 

John and Cryssi exchanged looks. 

"But the war is over, " John said. Halsey shook her head. 

"For the most part, yes. But there are some things that still need to 
be taken care of. There have been rouge covenant ships that have been 
spotted around other human settlements. Ever since the truce had been 
violated, we fear they want to restart the war. The UNSC wants it 
taken care of quickly and quietly." 

"And they want us to take care of it," Cryssi stated angrily. 



Halsey turned her aged eyes to Cryssi curiously. 


"Yes," she said slowly. She turned to leave. "I'll try to get you 
another week before you're sent out." John and Cryssi watched her 
leave. As soon as the doors slid shut, John looked at Cryssi. He had 
never seen her angry before. He had never seen an emotion on her 
since they had been recruited into the Spartan project. She had 
fought it the longest out of any other recruit and yet she had become 
one of the best soldiers, second only to him. 

"We leave tonight," Cryssi growled. John didn't answer her. He didn't 
know how. 

Halsey walked into her office, sitting in in her chair. Her AI 
appeared in a stream of code waiting patiently for an order. Halsey 
rubbed her thumb across her bottom lip, deep in thought. Cryssi had 
never responded like that. Once she had been broken, she was as well 
behaved as any other Spartan. 

"Shawna, locate Spartan 115." The AI pulled up a screen and it 
flashed between cameras so quickly Halsey couldn't even see, until it 
finally stopped. 

"She is located in Spartan 117 's living quarters," Shawna 
said . 

Halsey frowned. They were sitting with their backs turned to the 
camera. It was a shame there were no mics in the cameras since it 
invaded personal boundaries. That didn't stop her from keeping a 
close eye on her Spartans. 

She watched Cryssi. The way she moved, the way she tensed whenever 
she spoke. She wanted to know what they were saying. 

Dammed rules. 

Cryssi finally stood, leaving the room. 

"Follow her, but keep an eye on the other." The AI popped up one more 
screen watching John, the other switching cameras every time Cryssi 
went out of shot. 

John had lain down on his bed. Cryssi had done the same when she 
reached her quarters . 

"Alert me whenever there is movement, " Halsey said looking away from 
the screen. 

"Yes ma'am." Halsey would wait all night if she had to. 

Around two that morning, Shawna spoke up. 

"Detecting movement in both rooms." 

Halsey looked at the screens. Cryssi stood and left her room, while 
John simply just sat on the edge of his bed. 

"What are you doing?" Halsey wondered aloud. She watched as Cryssi 
walked down the hall down to John's door. It opened for her and she 



went in. They sat on the bed together. Halsey couldn't make heads or 
tails of this. 


"Is it all in order?" John asked. Cryssi nodded. 

"Let get out of here." They stood quickly, reaching into random 
places around his room, pulling out bags of clothes and money. They 
knew the plan inside and out. It was flawless. They were more than 
ready. They left heading towards the garages so they could take a car 
long enough to get another car. That part went just according to 
plan. Because of what troubles Cryssi went through to cover their 
tracks, they had several hours to put between them and the military. 
They drove off base like it was nothing since Cryssi had stolen 
someone's clearance card. Hardly anyone recognized them since they 
didn't have their suits. 

The guard barely looked up when they passed through. 

"How long do you think it will take Halsey to figure it out?" John 
asked looking over to Cryssi. Cryssi shifted gears. 

"Long enough for us." John trusted her judgment. 

Back at the base, Halsey sat there watching Cryssi and John sit on 
the edge of his bed. She watched Cryssi as she'd tense up every time 
she said something. Halsey took a couple notes about her 
behavior . 

"I believe she is having trouble to the times of peace. I'll see what 
John can do for her before I interfere." Little did she know what she 
was seeing was a loop Cryssi had put into the system. It was even 
hidden from her AI . The only way they would be discovered was if 
someone tried to find them, which could be days if Halsey kept her 
nose out of things, but she and John were already long gone. 


3 . Together 

A month had passed as John and Cryssi figured out exactly what they 
were going to do. They skipped around to different hotels researching 
everything they needed. There was no doubt they needed a home. A nice 
home in a quiet suburban area according to most websites. It needed a 
pool and a deck surrounding it with patio tables everywhere for 
people to sit at. It needed a pit for a grill for cookout parties 
with neighbors. It needed a two car garage so John could have a place 
to put his old car that he'd be working on as a hobby. 

They both needed brand new, but practical vehicles. They had already 
bought Cryssi her car. It was a four door sedan style vehicle that 
got wonderful gas mileage. 

Cryssi had found it customary that they throw a house party and 
invite the whole neighborhood so everyone could be introduced. That 
made them a little nervous since neither of them had any form of 
social skill. Cryssi researched different conversations people 
generally had during that kind of party. 

She discovered men generally talked about sports, cars, and told 
dirty jokes. Women, however, talked of the latest gossip, men, and 
sex . 



She researched sex. She couldn't believe what she found. Videos, 
pictures, and articles filled the screen. She and John exchanged 
looks before Cryssi clicked on a video. They watched as a random man 
pounded into a woman. She made all kinds of different sounds from 
squeaks to screams. 

"Is... is she enjoying this?" Cryssi asked John. John shrugged his 
shoulders . 

"Looks like it." She stopped the video. She looked through articles 
until she found one that she hoped would answer her question. It 
spoke of passion, lust, desire, and attraction. All words she didn't 
understand. She frowned. How much did the military omit from them? 

The article said that all of those emotions were a natural part of 
humanity, but she had never felt anything like that. 

She learned that passion wasn't necessarily a sexual thing. People 
could have passion for many things. The arts, music, dancing. 

Anything that made them happy. 

Happy. Another foreignword to her. What was happiness and had she 
ever felt it before? She was unsure, but it was safe to say she had 
never felt happy. Truly happy. She closed the computer screen and 
rubbed her eyes. She had barely taken her eyes off the screen for 
three hours. She looked at John who was putting his boots on to 
leave. He wore no shirt. 

In the passed month, they had gained all of their weight back thanks 
to all the take out. John's muscle mass had returned as well. He was 
no longer a fragile bag of bones like the day they had taken their 
armor off for the last time. The dark circles under his eyes had 
disappeared and his hair looked healthier, fuller. 

"I'm going to go get us some pizza," John said slipped a shirt over 
his head. He reached for the keys to Cryssi 's car. Cryssi nodded 
opening her laptop once more. John stared at her. She hadn't changed 
much since the war. She wouldn't stop until she was finished. Nothing 
could stop her, not even Milana who, on more than one occasion, 
suggested sleep. John had always admired her drive. She ran her 
fingers across the keyboard skillfully pulling up more 
information . 

John left the room. He thought of what they were doing and the risks. 
It was hard to say what would happen if they were caught. John had 
heard of deserters, but never what happened. He was sure it was at 
the least lifetime imprisonment. He figured he and Cryssi was already 
facing that kind of punishment just being Spartans. The UNSC didn't 
see them as people, they saw them as weapons of war. As 
machines . 

Cortana's words haunted him. Who was the machine? All of his life war 
was all he was taught, all he knew. He could kill thousands and not 
even blink. He could flip a turned Warthog without even straining. He 
could run for hours and never get tired. He could fall from orbit 
with nothing but his armor and survive. 

But he couldn't smile because he saw something that made him happy. 

He couldn't look at a woman and be completely floored by her beauty. 
He couldn't get excited when his favorite sports team scored the 



winning points at the last second. He couldn't say he loved 
anyone . 


Because he didn't know how. He was a machine created by the military. 
He was mindless and heartless killer. He knew nothing on being human. 
He had no family, no friends, nothing. Because he didn't know. It 
made him sick to his stomach. 

He pulled into the pizza parlor less than a mile away from the hotel. 
He stepped out of the car and walked in. He looked around at the 
people sitting around eating pizza. He could kill everyone in that 
restaurant in less than a minute, but he couldn't carry on a 
civilized conversation with any of them. He walked up to the counter 
where a girl half his size stared at him with wide eyes. John frowned 
at her wondering what she was looking at. 

"We have an order under the name Williams." The girl nodded quickly 
and put the name in the computer. She turned away from him and walked 
back to a giant metal rack filled with pizza ready for pick-up. She 
searched the names printed on the side of the boxes one by one until 
she found his pizza. She brought it to him, told him how much he 
owed, then John left. 

He pushed the door open and stood to the side as a woman carrying a 
small child in on e arm and held the hand at another made it to the 
door. She said her thanks, but John was too busy looking at the 
children . 

Family. A mother, a father, and their it really all that simple? Was 
that all it took to have a family? John bit his lips allowing the 
door to close itself and he walked back to the car. He slid into the 
driver's seat and sat dinner in the passenger seat. He turned the car 
on and and put his hands on the wheel. He squeezed the wheel so tight 
that that his knuckles turned white. 

He hated that this way of life was so confusing to him. It was a 
normal, human life was so confusing to him. Love, happiness, family, 
nothing about hose words made sense to him. They were basic human 
words and he had nothing. He wasn't human, he was a machine. He knew 
the words and knew the meaning of each, but he would never comprehend 
the true meaning of them. He took a deep breath and pulled out of his 
parking space carefully. 

When he opened the door back into the hotel room, he had to stop. 
Cryssi had stripped herself of all her clothes and was standing in 
front of the floor to ceiling mirror looking at herself. Her eyes 
studed herself. She glanced over at John as he shut the door. He 
placed the pizza on the table and threw the keys next to the 
box . 

"Do you think I'm attractive? "Cryssi asked looking back in the 
mirror. John looked at her. Her short blonde hair was tucked behind 
her ears making it look like the tips were tickling her jawline. Her 
bright blue eyes still studied the mirror. Her rich full lips 
twitched and moved as Cryssi thought. The swell of her perky breasts 
rose and fell with each breath. Her slender body curved until her 
waist. Her bottom curved outward in a perfect crest. Her legs were 
long and strong as she stood shifting weight between them. His eyes 
traveled back up until their eyes met. He wasn't sure how to answer 
her, so he didn't. 



Instead he opened the box of pizza and grabbed himself a slice. He 
avoided Cryssi's gaze as he took a bite of his pizza. She walked over 
to him and placed a gentle hand on his arm. He slowly turned to face 
her swallowing his food. She stood before him, naked in all her glory 
and John didn't know how to react. Something told him he needed to 
react in some way, but he didn't know how so he simply just stared 
down at her. 

It had never bothered him before. Before all Spartans were naked 
around each other just because it was the norm. They showered in the 
same shower rooms, dressed in the same dressing rooms, got constant 
physicals together. Nudity was just another thing. He didn't know he 
was supposed to react to it at all because no one had ever let him 
know. He felt stupid. Used. So many things he knew. He could take 
apart a weapon and put it back together blind folded, but he didn't 
know how to make a woman make those sounds he heard the woman make in 
the video Cryssi had found earlier. 

"What's wrong, John?" she asked, her voice the quietest he had ever 
heard it. His frown deepened. 

"I don't know how to answer that." Cryssi's frown deepened with him. 
She turned from him and moved over to her clothes that lay in a pile 
near the mirror. She began redressing herself. "Why do you care if 
you're attractive?" he asked truly curious. Cryssi sat down on the 
edge of the bed to put her blue jeans back on. She paused for a split 
second then continued redressing herself. 

"I don't know how to answer that." John slid closer to her. He had to 
voice something that had been in the back of his mind ever since they 
had left the military. 

"Do you think we're going to be able to do this?" Cryssi looked over 
at him. Her eyes held anger and betrayl. She stood from the bed and 
walked to the bathroom door. She stopped inside the threshold and put 
her hands on the border as if to stabalize herself. She stood for a 
few moments then leaned her head back to look at John. 

"We're not machines, John. Do you hear me? _Not_ machines." She 
walked back to John and sat on her knees in front of him. The emotion 
in her eyes had changed to detirmination; the look John was used to 
seeing in her eyes. That look alone was enough to revitalize John's 
hope. "I just want that chance to prove it. We _are_ capable of being 
human. We_ are_ capable of feeling all those emotions we've only 
heard about. We _are_ capable of living a normal life just like 
everyone else. We_ can_ do this, but we have to do this 
together . " 

John couldn't hold back a grin, but it soon disappeared. He thought 
back to the war and all the times he shoud've been dead, but wasn't 
because of her. Never once did she leave his side if she could help 
it and any time they were separated, their primary mission was to 
find each other once more. He couldn't back out on her just because 
he had doubts. They had made it that long together. They had little 
tastes of socialization thoughout the last month and, though it was 
very awkward at first, they were getting better. They no longer 
stared at random people whenever they said hello, they said hello 
back. They waved whenever someonewaved . They could hold a basic 
conversation whenever someone decided they wanted to be chatty in the 



checkout lines. 


"John?" He reached out and grabbed Cryssi's shoulders. The grin had 
returned . 

"We'll be okay. We can do this. Togehter." He stood walking back to 
the pizza box that had his bitten pizza sitting on top. "Eat. We'll 
start looking for a place to live. Tomorrow." 


End 
f ile . 



